CHAPTER   XII
LISA went to London to sec her gynecologist
She took very little interest in what he said.
The child would have to he brought on.  It would
be very kind of him to bring it on* She had complete
confidence in his skill*
Dr* Anderson, who normally disliked fuss, was
irritated by this lack of fuss.  He was also, irration-
ally, irritated by her confidence. She might* after all,
he felt, take some interest in his handling of her con-
dition*   There was something unnatural about it
Something that could not be covered by; "Woman is
a mystery".   Not that Dr Anderson cared for
mysteries* He had been a Triple Blue; he was to
suffer the common fate of athletes, dying in the late
forties  of  the  frustrated  necessity  of  exercise
rendered fatal by a sudden indulgence in exercise*
Excellent at his job, with delicate sensitive hands,
a courteous indifference to suffering and a total lack
of psychological interest in his patients, he made
an ideal gynecologist
His presence was right: iron-grey hair, grey (a little
less iron) eyes, an authoritative manner, artificially
tinged with deference. A happy blend of a man of
the world and "getting down to business1'.
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